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The Tragedy o/Othello 


Your dinner, and the generous llander 
By you inuited,doe attend your prefence, 

Oth. I am to blame. 

Def. Why i * your f’peech fo faint ? are you not well? 
Oth . I haue a paine vpon my forehead, here. 

Def. Faith that’s with watching.t’ will away againe; 
Let me but bind your head,within this hourc 
It will be well againe. v 1 

Oth. Your napkin is too little t 
I,et it alone,comel’Ie gee in with you; 

Def. I ?m very forry that you arc not well. 

Em. I am glad I hane found this napkin, Ex.Oth.Md 
This was her ftrft remembrance from the Moore, Defd. 
My wayward husband .hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to fie ale it.bur (lie fo loues the token. 

For he conniv'd hcr.fhc fhould euer keepc it, 

Th t (be relerues it euer more about her, 

Toktffe.and talke to ; lie ha the worke taineout. 

And giu’c lags: what hee’ll doe with if*. 
Hcauenknowes,notI, Enter Ittgo^ 

I nothing know, but tor his-faotafie. 

Jag. How now, what doe you here alone ? 

Em. Doe not you chide, I haue a thing for you. 

Jag; A thing tor mentis a common thing; 

Em. Ha? 

J £ g, To haue a foolifh thing. 

Em. 0,1* that all ? what will you ginc me now* 

For that fan. c handkercher? 

Jag, What handkercher? 

Em What handkercher? 

Why that the Moore firft gauet oDefdemmut^. 

That which fo often you did bidme (hale.. 

Jae. H a’ft dole it from her ? 

Em. io faith, (be let it drop by negligence^. 

And to the aduantage,I being hcre,took’c vp ? 

Looks here it ■«.. ^ . 

fag. A good wench, giUe it the.. . • :i- 



emce. 
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Em. What will you doc with it,that you haue bin 
So earned to haue me filch it ? 

Jag. Why, what’s that to you ? 

Em. If it be not for fome purpofe ofimport, 

Giuemee’t againe, poore Lady,fhee’Il run-mad, 

When (he (Ira 11 lacke it. 

Jag. Be not you knowne on*t,I haue vfc for it j — go le*ue me • 

1 will in Cafsio’i Lodging lofe chisnapkin, Exit Eu*. 

And let himfiude it: trifles light as ayre. 

Arc to the iealous, confirmations ftrong 
As proofes of holy writ.this may doe fomething, 

Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons, 

Wlrich at the firft are fcarce found to diftaft. 

But with a little art.vpon the blood, Earf.Otbello. 

Burne like the mindes of fulphure s I did fay fo : 
iooke w here he conres,not Poppv,norMandragofa, 

Nor all the droufic firropsof the world. 

Shall euer medicine thee to that fweete fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yell relay. 

Oth. Ha,ha,ialfctomc,tomc? 

lag. Why liow now Generali ? no more of that. 

Oth Auaatjbc gonc,thou haft fet me pnthe racke, 

2 fwearc,cis better to be much abus’d, 

Then but to know a little. 

lag. How no w my Lord ? 

Oth. What fenfe had I of her ftolne houres of luft : 

I faw’t not, thought ic not, it harm’d not me, 

I flept the next night well ,was free, and merry; 

I found not Cafsio’s kifles on her lips. 

He that is rob’d, not wanting what is ftolne, 

Let him no: know *r, and hce's not rob’d at all. 
lag. Tam forty to hearc this. 

Oth. \ h-.d bin happy if the generallCampc, 

Pyoners.attd all, had tailed her fweete body. 

So I had nothing knowne.* O now for euer 
Farewell thetrauquile mind, farewell content .* 

Farewell the plumed troop c, and the big warres : 
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